The mod lamentable T rage die 

J n fummets tlroughtjle drop vpon thee Hill, 

In wimer with warmc tearcs 1 1c racltthc fnour. 

And keepe etevnall fpringtime outliy face. 

So thou refute to drinke my deare fonnes blood. 

Enter Lucius with his weapon dr awn e. 

Oh reuerent Tribunes, Q\\ gentle aged men 
Vnbinde my fonncs,veuerfe the doome of death, 
Andlet me fay, (thatneuerwept before) 

My teares are now preuailingOratours. 

Lucius. Oil Noble Father you lamentinvaine, 

Th e T rib unes heare you not, no man is by. 

And you recount your forrowes to a Hone, 

Titus. A hLuciusfoi thy brothers let meplead, 
QraueTribunespncc more 1 intreat of you* 

Lucius , My gratious Lord,no T t ibune hcares you (peak. 
Titus, VVhytis no matter man, if they did heare 
They would not marke me, if they did marke. 

They would not pittic me, yet p leade I mull. 

And bootlefl c vnto them* 

Therefore I tell my forrowes to the Hones, 
who though they cannot anlwerc my dillrelTe, 
Yetinfonie fort they are better than the tribunes t 
For that they will not intercept my tale: 
when Idoewcepe, they humblie at my feete 
Receiue my teares,and l’eemeto weepewithme. 

And were they but attired in graue weeds, 

Rome could afford no tribunes like to thelc: 

A done is fofc as waxe 3 T n buries more hard tuan leones. 

A Hone is (i!ent,and offendeth not, 

AucIt ribunes with their tongues doomemen to death. 
But wherefore flandff thou with thy weapon drawnc? 

Lucius to refeue my two brothers from their death. 
For which attempt the Judges hauepronouneft* 

My euerlafting doome of banilhment. 

Titus , O happie man, they haue befriended th«c: 


of Tims Ancfr orf feus. 

why foohfli Lucius, dofl thou not perceiue 
rli.it Romeis but a wjlderncsof tygers? 

TVgers mint pray, and Rome affords no pray 
jiu' me and mine, how happie art thou then, 

Freni chele deuourers to be baniihed. 

Rut wlio conies with our brother Marcus here? 

Enter Mai cus with Lauinia. 

Marcus. Titus, prepare -thy aged eies to weepe. 

Or if not H>,thy Noble hart to breake: 

1 bring confuming forrow to thine age, 

Titus, willit confume nice? Let me fee it then* 
Marcus, This was thy Daughter* 

Titus ♦ why Marcus fo fheeis . 
ductus, Av mee,tIiisObiectkilsinee # 

Titus, Faint- harted- boy ,arife andlookevponhcrj, 

S peake Lauiuea^hzt accurfed hand, 

Hathmadethee handles in thy fathers fight? 
what foole hath added water to the fea? 

Or broughtafaggotto bright burning Troy? 

My griefc w r a s at the height before thou camft, 
Andnowlike Nylus it difdaineth bounds. 
Giuemeafwordlle choppe off my hands too. 

For they hauc fought for Rome, and all in vaine; 

And they haue nurd this woe, in fecdiaglife: 

In bootlelfcpraier haue they beeneheld vp. 

And they haue femde me to cfFeftles vfe* 

Noyv all theferuicelrequireof them, 

Is chat the one will help c’to cut the other, 
r\s well Lautnia that thou haft no hands., 

For hands to doe Rome leruice is but vaine* 

Lucius. Speak e gentle fitter, who hath martred thee* 
Marcus . Oh that delightfull engine of her thoughts^ 
?hat bfcbd thegi with fuch pleafmg eloquence, 
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